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often the stars snuffed themselves. On the road beneath him
all was void; and in spite of the pretended nightly bustle in the
inn, the doors were shut, the lights out, and everything as still as
in a sepulchre* On the other hand, the watchman blew his horn,
making his " List, gentlemen !" sound over all the hamlet; and
for the composure of the timorous astronomer, who still kept
feasting his eyes on the splendour of the stars, uplifted a rusty
evening-hymn right under his window; so that Franz might
easily have carried on a conversation with him, which, for the
sake of company, he would willingly have done, had he in the
least expected that the watchman would make answer to him.

In a populous city, in the middle of a numerous household,
where there is a hubbub equal to that of a bee-hive, it may form
a pleasant entertainment for the thinker to philosophise on Soli-
tude, to decorate her as the loveliest playmate of the human spirit,
to view her under all her advantageous aspects, and long for her
enjoyment as for hidden treasure. But in scenes where she is
no exotic, in the isle of Juan Fernandez, where a solitary eremite,
escaped from shipwreck, lives with her through long years; or in
the dreary night-time, in a deep wood, or in an old uninhabited
castle, where empty walls and vaults awaken horror, and nothing
breathes of life, but the moping owl in the ruinous turret; there,
in good sooth, .she is not the most agreeable companion for the
timid anchorite that has to pass his time in her abode, especially
if he is every moment looking for the entrance of a spectre to
augment the party. In such a case it may easily chance that
a window conversation with the watchman shall afford a richer
entertainment for the spirit and the heart, than a reading of the
most attractive eulogy on solitude. If Bitter Zimmermann had
been in Franz's place, in the castle of Eummelsburg, on the
Westphalian marches, he would doubtless in this position have
struck out the fundamental topics of as interesting a treatise
on Society, as, inspired to all appearance by the irksomeness of
some ceremonious assembly, he has poured out from, the fulness
of his heart in praise of Solitude.

Midnight is the hour at which the world of spirits acquires
activity and life, when hebetated animal nature lies entombed in
deep slumber. Franz inclined getting through this critical hour
in sleep rather than awake; so he.closed his window, went the
rounds of his room once more, spying every nook and crevice, to
see whether all was safe and earthly; snuffed the lights to make